



Po/<?, Giiie firft admittance to th’embafladors. 

My newes fhall be the frute to that great feaft. 

King. Thy fell e doe grace to them, and bring them in« 
He tells me my decree : Gertrud he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes diftempera 
Quee * I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death,and our hafty marriage* 

Eater Embajfadors. - • . 

King. Well, we fball fife him, welcome my good friends* 
Say Voltemand, what from our brother Norway} 

JTolte. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires; 
Vpon our firft,hc fent out to fupprefle 
His Nephews leuies-, which- to him appeard 
To be a preparation gainft the ^Pollac^e, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your highnefle, whereat gyeeifd 
That fohis fickncffe,age, and impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfe, which he in breeftobeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway , and in fine. 

Makes row before his Vncle^neuer more 
To glue th'affay of Armcs againft your Maiefty: 

Whereon old Norway ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him threefcore thoufand cro wnes in anuall fee, 

And his commiflion to irnploy thofe fouldiers, 
Soleuied(as bcfore)againft the P ollacbcy 
With an entreaty herein further fhone. 

That it might pleafeyou to giue quiet paffe 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards offafety and allowance 
As therein are fet downe. 

King. It likes vs well. 

And at our more considered time^vee’le read, 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon this bufincs: 

Meane time, we thanke you for your well tooke labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wcele feaft together, 

Moft welcome home, Exeunt Entbajfadcrs, 

P<?4 This bufines is well ended, 


Prince of 


My Liege and Maddam, to eitpoftulate 
What maiefty fhould be, whacduecy is, # ■ 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time* 

Were nothing but to waft night, day, and time* 

Therefore breuity is the foule of wit, 

And ccdioufncs the limmes and outward florilhes, 0 
I will be breefe your noble fonne h mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true marines. 

What ift but to be nothing elfe but mad? 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffc art. 
rpoL Maddam, I fweare I vfe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad tis true, ds true, tis piety. 

And pitty tis, tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art. 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now rcmaines 
That wee find out the caufe of this eflfecft. 

Or rather fay the caufe ofthis defeft 
For this effeft defeckue comes by caufe : 

Thus it rcmaines and.the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

Ihauea daughter, habe while fhe is mine. 

Who in her duety and obedience, marke. 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife. 

To the Cclcftia/lanA my foylcs Ido l y the mofi beau* 
tifiedOpheVm, that s an ill phrafe , a vile phrafij 
beautified is a vile phrafe , but you jhall heart : thus, 
in her excellent white bo font e \ the fie gre* 

Q nee, Came this, from Hamlet to her ? 

VoL Good Maddam ftay awhile,,! will bcfaithfull. 

Don't thou the fiarres are fire, Letter . 

Do*bt that the Sunne doth mo one ^ 

Doubt: truth to be a lyer y 
But neuer doubt / lone. 

O decre Ophelia, Lam ill at thefe numbers, I knue not art to rec* 
ken my groanes , but that I loue thee beft, Oh moft beft be- 
leeueitladew. Thine euermcre moft deareLady i whilft this 
machine is to him. 

7W. This in obedience hath my daughter fhoyvn me, (\\mttU 
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